William Cooper: So what' the big deal? 

A Eulogy by J.J. Johnson 11.07.01 


Forgive me for sounding so cold, but what's the big deal about William Cooper being gunned 
down by cops? Isn't that the way he wanted to go? Isn't that what he predicted? It seems 
that while everyone was scrambling to get the information about his death out, too many 
forgot what's really at stake. 

Perhaps Cooper's death is not a time for mourning - but a time to give thanks. 

Thanks that it wasn't you. 

Perhaps the Cooper incident gave all us of a glimpse of what the future may hold for many 
others. What? Did we think it would only be New Yorkers? Washingtonians? Angelinos? Did 
that Patriot Act of 2001 make it hard for many of you to sleep at night? 

Good. So it took one Bill Cooper to show you what the future may hold. 

I never met the man. But from the radio shows, the one and only phone call, and talking to 
numerous people who knew him, I can conclude that William Cooper was one royal pain in 
the ass who probably got what was coming to him, and in fact, what he predicted. Sound 
harsh? Well, this is mild compared to the way Cooper lived his life - and what he would have 
expected Real Americans to remember him by. 

Cooper owes the world nothing. And knowing his personality, he would be absolutely pissed 
off if ANYONE shed a tear for him (after all, this is war, isn't it?). Fie was just that kind of 
guy. His love was only for his family and the Constitution - all the rest was just 'bullshit' (his 
words). Cooper said things his way. If he didn't piss you off, that only meant you never got 
close enough to him. 

I personally remember Bill on some weak, short-wave radio program back on April 21, 

1995. While many people were huddled wondering why their lives had been changed forever 
by being falsely blamed for what happened in Oklahoma City, Cooper was laughing about 
how many media people he had cussed out before hanging up on them - followed by letting 
the world know there were explosives inside the Murrah building - only to have none other 
than Rush Limbaugh later point the finger at him to misdirect the Clinton blame game. 

Those were the days. 

A Militia Leader? Sure. Cooper led a militia of one - himself. He had no team around him, as 
he was mean enough to take care of himself. He told people what was needed, and his 
opinion of life as he saw it. You could take it for what it was worth, or go pound salt. That's 
the kind of person he was. 

It only made sense that upon his death, dissension among the ranks would immediately 
ensue. People just couldn't wait to point the finger at someone else for what they thought 
was 'undocumented' information, calling other folks feds, slamming people publicly, or 
thinking there was more to what was going on than what was in front of their faces based 
on some personal emotion. It's almost nostalgic to think that even after his death, some 
people are compelled to follow in his footsteps - without even knowing it. 



To William Cooper: A Toast to you - this is the memory I think you'd want. You were a son 
of a bitch - yet, to some degree, you still didn't deserve it. You gave one hell of a fight, and 
it's almost too bad you won't be here to see this fight to the finish. Yet, you are a man of 
your word. You said they would not take you alive, and by God - they didn't. They had to 
kill you. Frankly, I don't think you wanted to see the other side - with the rest of us. You led 
by example when they finally faced you. You showed little respect to the Real Americans out 
there, and you showed little respect when the authorities finally called you to the carpet. In 
some kind of sick way, many people (including law enforcement) will respect you for that. 

Our prayers now fall with the fallen deputy who unfortunately became the target of your 
resolve. Deputy Martinez is 40 years old, with a wife and three children. He served as a 
Marine during Operation Desert Shield and Desert Storm. 

Bill (as he was called) would only ask now, what are the rest of us gonna do with our sick 
lives from this point forward? Do we waste time feeling sorry for him and his family, or do 
we just solider on? I submit, he would either just have us do the latter, or he just wouldn't 
give a damn what we did. Cooper accomplished his mission. He said what he wanted, and 
went down fighting - leaving the rest of us to fight for scraps from an empty table, and 
figure out what each of us, as individuals, must do next. He probably died thinking, "Damn! 

I only got one of them!" 

So, in complete respect: Sleep Well, William Cooper - you son of a bitch. They'll buy your 
book now. They'll listen to your tapes - just like any other artist whose works become 
valuable after their death. You got the headlines you've always wanted. Now I guess it's up 
to us to take it from here. Then again, what do you care? 

In Memoriam, 

J.J. Johnson 
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